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Visible Signs 
By Meg Lindsay 

 
The physician’s assistant says 
as she clicks the mouse 
as she stares at the blue screen 
oh he’ll want to resume chemo 
 
and we are torn  
between chemo, side effects,  
the new immunotherapies 
or  
an emptiness 
perhaps sooner, or rather later 
 
and the oncologist says 
it’s change, it’s what we’ve expected, 
from .05 to .20, 
you’ve done no maintenance 
to keep it down and we counter with 
he’s healed his broken bones,  
not built up resistance to the drugs 
and the oncologist says 
we’ll do another test  
 
so I ask him about his Thanksgiving, 
wanting him to pause, wanting him not to vanish  
behind a closing door and he says 
he is cooking, two cranberry sauces so far, 
one with chutney and I say I prefer to add orange. 
 
Does he see beyond our unchanging expressions 
the bomb he has lobbed 
into our lives 
exploding, as we try to think 
what more to ask before he shuts the door 
 
as we sit and look at him 
as he looks at the screen 
as his hand, each time, clicks the mouse,  
moves the mouse, searching? 
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